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derful temples, everywhere. What has the Mohammedan
left ? Beautiful palaces. What has the Englishman left ?
Nothing but mounds of broken brandy bottles! And God
has had no mercy upon my people because they had no
mercy. By their cruelty they degraded the populace ; and
when they needed them, the common people had no
strength to give for their aid. If man cannot believe in the
Vengeance of God, he certainly cannot deny the Ven-
geance of History. And it will come upon the English; they
have their heels on our necks, they have sucked the last
drop of our blood for their own pleasures, they have
carried away with them millions of our money, while our
people have starved by villages and provinces. And now
the Chinaman is the vengeance that will fall upon them ;
if the Chinese rose today and swept the English into the
sea, as they well deserve, it would be no more than
justice."
And then, having said his say, the Swami was silent.
A babble of thin-voiced chatter rose about him, to which
he listened, apparently unheeding. Occasionally he Cast
his eye up to the roof and repeated softly, "Shiva!
Shiva 1" and the little company, shaken and disturbed by
the current of powerful feelings and vindictive passion
which seemed to he flowing like molten lava beneath the
silent surface of this strange being, broke up, perturbed.
He stayed days [actually it was only a long week-
end] .... All through, his discourses abounded in pic-
turesque illustrations and beautiful legends. . . .
One beautiful story he told was of a man whose
wife reproached him with his troubles, reviled him be-
cause of the success of others, and recounted to him all
his failures. "Is this what your God has done for you",
she said to him, "after you have served Him so many
years ?" Then the man answered, "Am I a trader in
religion ? Look at the mountain. What does it do for
me, or what have I done for it ? And yet 1 love it be-